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Language(s) and Revolution 
by Fluvial

“Is the system flawless? Impossible to bypass? On the basis of my 
desire, I imagine that other desires like mine exist. If my desire 
is possible, it means the system is already letting something else 
through. All the poets know that: whatever is thinkable is real...”
-Hélène Cixous

Since the theme of this issue is language and censorship, this writing 
will be about what I perceive as censorship’s result and cause  –
revolution and resistance. Censorship acts as a response to either a 
perceived threat or the possibility of a threat against the dominant 
ruling order. And it’s also a sign of the failure of institutional 
control over our existence.

Censorship attempts to remove resistance, to silence it, but the very 
existence of censorship already reveals the revolutionary power of our 
language and expression. Censorship produces what it wishes to suppress; 
it produces resistance even though it wishes to crush it. 

Language is never only words, but language is everything that carries 
meaning. So our bodies are languages that we construct together. 
Censorship works to inhibit the everyday languages that we express 
ourselves in ways that stray outside of the confining and strictly 
policed realm of normality. Censorship is proof that there is something 
unsettling about our presence, something disruptive about the ways that 
we express ourselves. Language can be censored. But censorship is a 
static rule, the best it can do is to react to subversive threats; we 
have the power of innovation. Repression is the product of trembling 
system.

And it seems to me that censorship is always enacted when the masculine 
order is threatened. This masculine order - the historical formation 
that has been systematically enforced which now appears as natural, and 
is not necessarily associated with biological features – takes the form 
of control, repression, appropriation, non-responsibility, dictation, 
paranoia, not accepting that which is considered different. (I, the 
writer am a white, male-bodied person). And if language and bodies 
are caught somewhere between materiality and symbolic order (which I 
think they are), then the masculine order can be dismantled. Again, 
I use ‘masculine’ as that which has been historically connected with 
respectable masculinity that has systematically infected our governments, 
institutions, universities. Thus the masculine is not an inevitability, 
nor is it a person, or a body, but a regime that has been in place 
for all of history...it is history. So, when I say or write “fuck the 
masculine symbolic order” I mean to say fuck the ways that we have been 
taught to live, breathe, fuck ...because this is merely what has been 
historically known. And I feel that not many of us are satisfied with it. 

This is not merely a masculine versus feminine thing (these terms only 
have meaning due to what they have come to represent. There is nothing 
inherent in them. They have meaning because of what has been coercively 
placed on/in them). Society teaches us the connotations and values of 
each position and we are made to conform or be excluded. I’m fucking 
tired of that deal. I have a desire for something other than how our 
society is arranged. To work towards a radically new system in which 
openness, sharing, and protection exists for all.
-
I cannot think of anything more important than expressing myself in 
the least coercive way possible, in ways that work against the tide of 
history that has swept us to this current historical moment. Because 
I find hope in thinking that things do not have to be the way that 
they are. I find hope in the possibility that the present moment is not 
inevitable and that with each moment we can work to make the world a 
more just place. And this change is found within us, between us, in the 
ways we treat each other, speak with each other, in our collective mass 
of potentiality. It’s also found in the possibilities of developing new 
ways of thinking. A new way of speech (which involves new ways of being 
silent) that can lead us to new places. This would involve a scouring 
of our minds, a mode of self-critique in the name of our profound 
responsibility to change. These processes happen through language, our 
separate, infinite languages, the endless ways of developing innovative 
languages.
-
Language and revolution – the two instruct each other, pronounce each 
other, enable each other, stifle each other, challenge each other, produce 
each other. But they do not travel in any specific direction in relation 
to one another, they are not the same but cannot be separated. In this 
way both revolution and language are dynamic practices that must be 
ongoing at every moment. Language and revolution do not stop moving or 
creating – they crave to be created, to be creative, to be sustained, to 
find new ways of sustaining themselves. Because really, language does not 
exist – language exists within the multitude of languages that sustain 
it. We each have different languages, different tongues, bodies, motions, 
and beings that when placed together form a unique language, but unique 
insofar as it is hopelessly and beautifully chained to those surrounding 
us. 

And revolutions only exist insofar as revolutions begin with the 
interaction of ourselves and our surroundings: The fabulous creativity 
with which we can interact with each other, with the objects surrounding 
us, the ways in which our bodies can become incomprehensible to ourselves 
through being lost in another(s). These motions, these movements, these 
possibilities are fueled by fantasy, imagination, creativity. Fantasy 
allows us to be removed from our present situation. It lies in the 
possibility that the present moment is not necessarily how it has to be. 
Because who among us is happy with our present situation – in Hungary, 
the EU, our personal lives – let us imagine that things can be different. 
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After this realization, the possibility for revolution emerges. I 
would never dare say that unhappiness or discomfort is coincidental or 
our fault – no, they are effects of the systematic repression of our 
languages. And this unhappiness can be changed. ‘We.’..there has never 
been a more powerful entity – the beautiful story of we..with our voices 
and our revolutions joined together. 
-
Language and revolution is a hopelessly open-ended endeavor (think 
Trotsky’s perpetual revolution). Because it never stops, it’s never 
comfortable with stopping, with settling, with defining. A revolution 
satisfied with its own revolution is a revolution that will not satisfy. 
A revolution revolts against itself. But this is not a violent rupture 
within the revolution, but a flexible and affirmative strengthening, a 
loving revolt against structural inequality, demanding inclusion through 
destroying the old ways in order to imagine a future that has not allowed 
to us by the old regime. 

It requires innovation – hasn’t history taught us that solid (rigid, 
frozen) policy simply is not sustainable? It’s not rules but radical 
transformation that can address problems. Of course, the impulse to 
radical transformation will also pose new problems, but problems that can 
be resolved that will only serve the purpose of intensifying our unity 
through consensus. Radical transformation does not wish to decide (the 
etymology of this word is “to cut,” a violent severance) on anything 
except for the decision that now is not the moment to be silent, now will 
never be the moment to be complacent. 

Because now, what we understand as now, is not an inevitability of 
historical progress. Historical progress is merely a narrative that 
facilitates an ambivalent attitude to the present moment. The growing 
censorship in many of our countries, I think, is a response from 
threatened governments that sense the weight of our dissatisfaction.
-
This historical moment is only one formation of a multitude of 
possibilities. 

And I’m dying to know what the other possibilities can be. 
Not only because these possibilities have been violently kept from us 
(sexual, philosophical, political, bodily) but because of the ways that 
we together can explore these possibilities- the horizon of potentiality 
that we each contain in conjunction with one another. Because us, with 
each other, are capable of much more than the present moment. Our words, 
our ideas, our internal revolutions that we feel everyday – let’s join 
them in a language that no one can silence – because in our new language, 
our new revolution, silence will become unintelligible.
Our worlds hold revolutionary power. 

No Let Up on the Onslaught Against the LGBT Community by 
Russian Politicians. From: http://bok-o-bok.ru/

Russian politicians are continuing their onslaught against the LGBT 
community by expanding the introduction of criminalising legislation 
around the country that prohibits the promotion of so called “sodomy, 
lesbianism, bisexualism and transgenderism to minors.” The implementation 
of the law prevents any organisation or an individual to promote what is 
described as “propaganda of homosexuality”. This initiative threatens a 
wide range of activities, such as demonstrations, speeches and events on 
LGBT human rights as well as provision of information about or to LGBT 
people within the public space.

The law has been in place in Ryazan since 2006 and most recently has been 
introduced in Archangelsk, September, 2011 and Kostroma, February, 2012. 
In Saint Petersburg, 8 February, 2012 amendments to the proposed law, 
with the exception of the liberal party Yabloko, were met with little 
resistance by politicians at the Legislative Assembly. The third and final 
reading will take place next week and it is all but imminent that the 
law will be passed. Any individual or organization deemed to be involved 
in the: “purposeful activity and uncontrolled dissemination of public 
information” relating to homosexuality will incur hefty fines: 5,000 
rubles (125 Euros) for an individual, 50,000 rubles (1,250 Euros) for 
someone in a public position and 500,000 rubles (12,500 Euros) for any 
legal entity.

This development would be a major blow for the LGBT movement in Russia 
as the city is home to Side by Side LGBT International Film Festival, 
LGBT Organization Coming Out and LGBT Network who have all been at the 
forefront of fighting LGBT rights in Russia.

This legislation contributes directly to spread of hatred and increase of 
xenophobia in society. It is a direct attack on the members of the LGBT 
community in Russia and violates the fundamental human rights to freedom 
of association, freedom of peaceful assembly and freedom of expression 
which are enshrined both in the Constitution of the Russian Federation, 
as well as European Convention of Human Rights.

Please join us in calling for the abolishment of this discriminatory 
provision and act now for the protection of the LGBT community in Russia.

TAKE ACTION NOW!

• Sign ALL OUT.org  international petition here http://allout.org/en/
actions/russia_silenced
• Call your foreign affairs office, and tell your country’s official to 
speak out here http://allout.org/russia_call
• Write to the Russian authorities calling on them to set put a stop 
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to this legislation and urge them to act effectively to protect sexual 
minorities and to guarantee all their rights as Russian citizens. More 
information here campaign@bok-o-bok.ru
• Express your solidarity with the LGBT community in Russia by sending a 
statement of support either as an individual or from your organization to 
campaign@bok-o-bok.ru Your letters will be received by the community of 
LGBT activists in Russia and published.
• Spread the word! Tell your press contacts, friends and colleagues by 
forwarding this appeal to them on
FOR MORE INFOMATION OR QUESTIONS campaign@bok-o-bok.ru or manny@bok-o-
bok.ru
THANK YOU FOR YOUR SUPPORT!
As part of the continuing campaign Side by Side has produced the 
following social advertisement:
http://youtu.be/rCnlmgc4qfs

[photo credit: http://bok-o-bok.ru/]

Flowers in the Dustbin: Pussy Riot and the Anarcho-Feminist 
Revolution by cyborgmonkey

If you don’t know Pussy Riot you must have slept under a rock for the last 
few months. They bring back the best anarchist tradition of protesting with 
punk style. The sharpness of their critique probably makes Putin himself 
tremble in fear. Pussy Riot is a feminist punk all-girl band from Russia.

“We wanted to create a new form of protest – maybe not such a huge one, but 
we compensate for that with the bright, provocative and illegal nature of 
our performances,” one of the artists, Kot said.
 
Pussy Riot are sworn to anonymity, hence the colourful balaclavas members 
use to hide their faces, even when giving interviews. “It shows we can be 
anybody,” says a band member who goes by the name Garadzha, wearing a hot-
pink ski mask and matching stockings.

What united them in October was the feeling that something had to change in 
the country and in its culture of protest, which, until tens of thousands 
took to the streets after contested parliamentary elections in December, had 
had hardly any effect on the political discourse.

“We understood that to achieve change, including in the sphere of women’s 
rights, it’s not enough to go to Putin and ask for it,” said Shaiba. “This 
is a rotten, broken system.” Her bandmate Tyurya said: “The culture of 
protest needs to develop. We have one form, but we need many different 
kinds.”

The band began writing songs with lyrics such as: “Egyptian air is good for 
the lungs / Do Tahrir on Red Square!” and performing on trams and in the 
metro. Videos of the flash gigs began spreading across the internet. When the 
protest leader Alexey Navalny was jailed for 15 days after his arrest during 
Russia’s first post-election protest on 5 December, three members of Pussy 
Riot took to the roof of the jail where he was being held, setting off red 
flares as they sang “Death to prison / Freedom to protest!”

The fear of arrest long ago left the band members, steeped in the tradition 
of illegal protest. “We have experience with it, we’ve been detained at 
protests before,” said Tyurya. “It’s not scary – you’re surrounded by good, 
normal people, those who protest against Putin.”

“The revolution should be done by women,” said Garazhda. “For now, they 
don’t beat or jail us as much.”
 
Unfortunately on 3 March six band members were charged with hate crimes
and violation of public order after their guerilla performance at Moscow’s
Christ the Saviour cathedral. In February they performed a “punk prayer” 
from the altar of the cathedral that was aimed at the close ties between the 
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Russian Orthodox Church and Vladimir Putin. “Holy Mother, Blessed Virgin,” 
they sang, “chase Putin out!”
 
Two artists, Nadezhda Tolokonnikova and Maria Alyokhin have been arrested 
and stay behind bars until the firts hearing which will take place in late 
April. They started a hunger strike. Police have opened a criminal case on 
disorderly conduct charges (Article 213 of the Russian Criminal Code) which 
translates into the maximum of 7 years in prison for them.

Solidarity protests with Pussy Riot followed all over world. On the 8th of 
March Rythyms of Resistance Samba protested in Budapest.
 
In their special song for the queen’s silver jubilee The Sex Pistols 
turned the national anthem into a critique of monarchy, capitalism and 
the ideological system that exploits the poor, the unemployed, the non-
reproductive, the ones with no future. They sung: “We’re the flowers in the 
dustbin”. This line should be a tribute to Pussy Riot – in their fluorescent 
colourful superheroines costumes they make the feminist revolution flourish. 
I do not hesitate to call them the best feminist punk revolt band ever. 
 
In case anyone still thinks that feminism is a “western invention”, please 
don’t forget Pussy Riot’s message: “There’s a deep tradition in Russia of 
gender and revolution – we’ve had amazing women revolutionaries.”

Free Pussy Riot! 

For more info go to: http://pussy-riot.livejournal.com/

One day is not enough

One day is not enough
To pay due to the strength and courage of womyn who came before 
us
Who paved the path for us to breathe a little easier
And who inspired us to always voice our rage at the injustice 
of this system
One day is not enough
To voice the pain and struggle of those who still live in fear 
of their partner
Thinking of ways to hide their bruises and scars so that the 
public ignorant spectacle of gender equality is not disturbed
One days is not enough
To show love to all the womyn whose bodies and minds bear the 
marks of this male defined order
To show love to all the womyn who while being spat on, cursed 
and then hypocritically praised, still stood tall and spoke 
loud and proud 
So on this day we stand body to body, hand in hand, fists 
clenched
And raise our voice for all the days of struggles and victories
For all the days of pain transformed to strength, courage and 
love
For all the days to come in a world of a true feminist dream
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Untitled

I am one of those many people who are living their lives as an 
easterneuropean migrant in the west. and to tell the truth it really 
sucks a lot, and its still fucking better than what i’ve left behind. 
or when i doubt that cause its been a while, and think about going 
back, after a while reality hits me again, either way i am stuck here, 
or there, being one of those who came from some place else. and thats 
not even so bad, being inbetween has its advantages. its actually great 
sometimes not to understand everything people talk around me, it has its 
positive sides to leave all those homophobic racist and sexist memories 
behind, and to leave an economically and socially dead-end athmosphere, 
all the spaces that reminds me to all those memories, and give space to
gather new memories of similar fuckedup heteronormative, racist 
queerbashing shit. its a new start, with new energies, yeay.

and then there is all this invisibility, the lack of recognicition of 
differences: of financial backgrounds, possibilities in terms of social 
contacts, and in terms of legal restrictions too; the cultural difference 
about what is important, and how i express myself, what is worth what 
etc. the lack of awareness of so much information and habits, and then 
all those misconceptions about the “east” and barbar ways of lives, and 
the need to “liberate” and educate or whatever. i’m sick and
tired of people telling me stuff like “i am a migrant too” when they 
came from the western world to another part of the west, just cause 
they changed 100, 400 or even 1000 kms, having all their social benefit 
system behind them, even when they don’t use it, it’s always there, 
they didn’t have to grow up worrying to live from day to day, fully in 
debts and not having any other way out, not finding any than just selling 
themselves, not even having the option to ask themselves if they could 
ask for support or something. i am even more sick and tired of people 
playing selfpity coming from their colonising western world and calling 
themselves migrants when they migrate to east and south. whatthefuck man, 
you just have a cheap life and people will lick your asses and
pussies trying to speak your accent, you dont even have to learn the 
fucking local language if you don’t want to, cause your english, german 
or french is anyway more “worthy”. And say you’re learning, how generous 
of you, wow. But it’s still your fucking choice, no matter what, so stop
complaining. You get drunk on thursday nights in the inner districts, 
complaining about how the price of the beer went higher, when the people 
who are working there earn a price of a beer every two hours. And when 
they loose that job, or loose their minds getting fed up with it they go
abroad like me, and do the same beer tapping for twice as much money 
per hour, still getting half of what a local western would get for the 
same thing. and of course learning the colonial language, preferably 
two at the same time, and adjusting to the local accents as well, and 
*integrate*.

now fuck it i’m not gonna do that. I talk all the fucking languages 
i feel like, mixing languages, fucking up the grammar, not writing 
correctly, fucking up all the genders in the language. i will keep myself 
in this position being a migrant, and learn to play with it. language 
is one of the few things that gives us visibility and some sense of 
autonomy as migrants, especially as easterneuropean migrants. being in 
some sense white, maybe gypsies, maybe jews, or whatever other mixtures 
of backgrounds, unidentifiable, untraceable, languages and accents is 
something i can play with, something that give me space, to fight for 
visibility and recognition. it will probably get me beaten up one day, 
but i would rather get beaten up than brainwashed, and have my identity 
taken away.

so i’m often asked where i am from - cause its obvious i cant be from 
here, thats just not possible, how i talk! when i say hm, yeah i live 
here, i am from the X district of the city, people dont believe me, 
thats not possible. when i make them guess, people can only think of 
west. west as in westerneurope, and sometimes the western world, usa, 
canada, australia included. like if there was nothing else on the map. 
a white looking girl could only be from the west, right? there is no 
such thing as second world. either you are third world and then you must 
be distinctively a person of colour or you are from the west and white 
(also, based on the same racist logic, you cant be a person of colour 
and be from here, born here, in the west, no way, of course). there is 
nothing else and there is therefore no discourse on the forms of racisms 
and discrimination against people from the second world, the forms of 
colonial and postcolonial structures related to the second world. there 
is hardly even such an expression as second world, i can only say that 
because there is a first, and there is a third, both politically and 
economically, as well as in the sense of social prestige and racist 
discriminatory beleifs.

1. of march is the transnational day of migrants’ strikes. this year the 
topic is languages, and the oppression (legally, in immigration-politics 
and in every day life, in the workplaces, in schools etc.) of migrant 
languages. these discriminatory patterns and rules are never actually
applied interestingly to western languages. nobody assumes for other 
westerners that they came here to steal the jobs or take benefits etc. 
how strange is that? nobody tells their employees not to speak other 
languages with the customers if that other language is a western 
language. because its all about control, and its all about “integration” 
which means educating “those barbarians” and especially setting a limit 
of how many and which ones can set foot in the west, and what can they
do once they are there, and making sure not too many of us stays too long 
anways. or at least just that we dont get too comfortable. so fuck it, we 
are doing a language strike and speak incorrectly, in many languages as 
we feel like and fight back!

http://www.1maerz-streik.net/11 12



Once upon a time in the Land of the Ivory Tower 
by misterlady

once upon a time there was a white man who lived in an ivory tower. his 
subjects mostly lived in harmony, even though many did not abide by the 
code of ethics. some even occasionally shat on the doorstep of their 
neighbour, but for that they received a mere warning, a slap on the wrist. 
the people whose doorsteps had been shat on, however, for some illusive, 
unknown reason, had to walk around with a scarlet letter tattoed on their 
foreheads. 
 
but you know, they mostly lived in harmony. some members of the ivory 
tower’s faculty and staff were rumoured to be arseholeish sexual 
harassers, but these were just rumours. the land of the ivory tower was, 
and had always been, lauded as a safe space that was open and welcoming to 
all, that stood by the glorious principle of freedom of speech, and even 
freedom of thought. people came and went, some spent ten months in the 
land, some spent years. but no matter who they were and where they came 
from, they all left with an Ivory Tower Education. 
 
but this is not really a story about the land of the ivory tower, or all 
of its citizens, or even about the white man in the tower. it’s really a 
story of a word, and what happened when this word was put up on a wall in 
the central square, I mean, semi-circle, of the land. 
 
you see, a group of concerned citizens had gathered together one day, 
talking about the problems of the world, as usual. they rarely did 
anything else, this group of concerned citizens--let’s call them Gocc from 
now on--anyway, yes, today, like any other day, Gocc was talking about 
ivory tower rumours, and problems with the world beyond the land of the 
ivory tower. every so often, the word “woman” was mentioned. 
 
suddenly, Gocc realised that the International Transgender Day of 
Remembrance was coming up soon. and because they really had nothing else 
better to do, they decided to create an awareness-raising installation 
that would honour the memory of those who had been killed due to hate 
crimes against transgender people. 
 
a few days later, they had 1135 names written down on large sheets of 
brown paper. and these were only the names that they could find on the 
internet, of crimes that had been reported. they realised that the real 
numbers were, most likely, much much higher. 
 
the ivory tower staff gave their permission for the exhibition to take 
place, so the 1135 names went up on the walls and pillars of the central 
semi-circle, along with a beautiful poem entitled “how to make love to a 
trans person”. 
 
at the opening event, about 20 code of ethics-abiding citizens showed up. 
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the next morning (it was a wednesday), something unprecedented happened. 
the human rights initiative, who had supported the exhibition, received 
a call from the ivory tower lackey. “you might have to remove the 
exhibition”, hrsi was told. “no”, they said, “plus, we don’t have the 
power to. you’ll need to talk to the girls, I mean, the Gocc. but believe 
me, they won’t be happy.” 
 
And so, Gocc also received an unprecedented request: please meet the white 
man in the ivory tower at 1pm Friday. they agreed. I mean, they couldn’t 
exactly say no to the white man in the ivory tower now, could they? 
 
between wednesday and friday, the white man in the ivory tower, oh, 
goddamn it, let’s call him wmitit from now on. anyway, wmitit had some 
time to think. and wmitit realised that asking Gocc to remove the entire 
installtion would render him susceptible to being accused of transphobia—
i.e. he might violate his own code of ethics! SHOCK, HORROR. 
 
so, when Gocc showed up in his office at 1:01 on Friday, all he had to 
say was this: “you see, my dears, there is this one person in the land of 
the ivory tower, yes, just one person, but the feelings of one person are 
extremely important, and it is my responsibility to care for how everybody 
in the land feels, anyway my point is, that this one person was very 
offended by one word in the exhibition.” 
 
COCK. 
 
the word was cock. no, not cock as in rooster, but cock as in, you know, 
that other thing. wmitit said that two words in the poem, COCK and CLIT, 
were inappropriate and potentially offensive to some citizens of the land. 
 
wait, let’s rewind for a sec. Gocc, upon entering the ivory tower, had 
requested permission to record the meeting. wmitit, however, adamantly 
refused, insisting that this was going to be an “informal chat”, and why 
would they want to do such a thing? what is said in the ivory tower, stays 
in the ivory tower, it seems. anyway, gocc took notes instead. (and in 
fact, it is based on these notes that I am telling you this story. don’t 
ask me how I got a hold of the notes, I’d have to kill you.) 
 
anyway, it turns out that the point of the Very Informal Chat with wmitit 
was to tell Gocc to be more “sensitive” about the kinds of words that they 
used in the future.  
 
the VIC went in circles, which invariably produced a very frustrated 
wmitit, and an infuriated Gocc. 

some things wmitit said: 
- I’m not asking you to take the poem or the exhibition down. I’m just   
  asking you to be more careful and sensitive with the words you use the 
  next time. 

- it is my job to keep everyone in the land happy, safe and comfortable. 
  therefore, I would react in the same way if, for example, somebody 
  called you a faggot, in the careless manner that teenagers these days 
  tend to use it. 
- “cock” is a swear word. 
- “vagina” is a medical word. 
- I am not policing or silencing you. 
- I’m concerned that this poem won’t get your message across. the other 
  two poems, for example, express your message very well without 
  employing such offensive words.
- do you seriously think of me as an oppressor? 
- I am suggesting that exhibitions of this sort should take place behind 
  closed doors. 
 
some things Gocc said (and thought): 
- it is your job to make sure that people abide by the code of ethics, 
  and as it stands, there are many people in your land that do not feel 
  happy, safe, or comfortable. 
- calling somebody a faggot is not the same thing as putting up a 
  positive, trans and queer-affirming poem--especially in a land where 
  people whose doorsteps get shat on walk about with a scarlet letter on 
  their forehead. 
- so “penis” would be okay? 
- hahahhahahahhahahaha 
- YOU ARE POLICING AND SILENCING US 
- it is one poem, not three.
- (you’re a white man sitting in an ivory tower, what are we supposed to 
  think?) 
- we hope you’re not suggesting that an exhibition such as this should 
  take place behind closed doors. (this is EXACTLY why all these people 
  were killed in the first place — there are things and desires that 
  nobody wants to see or hear or talk about. they are silenced and shut  
  down, and here is the equation you should remember: SILENCE = DEATH) 
 
to sum up, the story goes that in the land of the ivory tower, the 
Transgender Day of Remembrance exhibition stayed, but not as long as it 
was supposed to. 
 
you see, there was a christmas party planned in the main semi-circle. and 
children were going to be there. and christmas decorations. yes, the names 
of murdered trans people were replaced with shiny christmasy things. which 
was strange, to be honest, because in years past, as far back as this 
citizen remembers, the pillars in the main semi-circle had never actually 
been adorned with christmas decorations. I suppose it is plausible that 
they decided to go all out with the decorations for some unknown reason, 
this particular year. 
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anyway, so the Transgender Day of Remembrance installation came down 
early, not due to censorship or silencing on behalf of the ivory tower, 
but so christmas decorations could be put up for a gala party. 
 
and god forbid that children should learn anything from such an 
installation, should their parents be so inclined to explain it to them, 
but mostly, GOD FORBID that children who are two feet high should look up 
to the top of a pillar and see the line “Forget the images you’ve learned 
to attach / To words like cock and clit.” 
 
the citizens of the ivory tower mostly learnt to live silently ever after, 
except for gocc, of course, who continued to post offensive material 
all over the walls of the land without considering for a second, whose 
sentivities they might offend.

 

Plain donuts and the normalization of normalization
by ellie 

Today at work—i work at a coffee shop—someone asked me for a donut. 
However, she (i read her as a she, and will own that) didn’t simply as 
for “a donut.” She asked for “a plain donut.” This is where the challenge 
ensued.

Now, i knew exactly which donut she wanted. There wasn’t an ounce of 
doubt in my mind, and, for the record, i ended up being right. But i have 
a bone to pick with the concept of “plain/normal/regular.” Fortunately, 
in my line of work, there are literally hundreds of opportunities to pose 
challenges to this way of thinking.

So i dragged the moment out. It could have been over in a flash of money 
and smiles; i could have sent her on her merry way quite easily. But i 
chose not to. i pretended not to know what she meant. “Which one?” i 
asked.

“The plain one,” she repeated herself as if the issue were one of decibel 
level instead of clarification.

“i don’t know what’s ‘plain’ to you, that’s very subjective,” i began 
playfully. “This one is covered in powdered sugar, is it ‘plain?’ What 
about the frosted ones, those look pretty ‘plain’ to me. Then, of course, 
you’d have to choose what’s more ‘plain,’ black or white?” i framed with 
a wry smile.

i posed these questions in a friendly way, both because i wanted to 
keep my job and because i wanted her to be receptive to the lesson i 
was trying to teach. That said, i waited until she gave me an adjective 
that was actually descriptive of what she wanted and not laden with 
normalizing values (she chose, “the one that is just cake, with nothing 
on it)”before i gave her the donut she wanted.

This wasn’t just to be rude, and i really do think that she was 
receptive. But the pervasiveness of this idea of “plainness” or 
“regularity” is incredibly frustrating, especially as a trans person in 
the service industry. There’s an assumption of a standard from which all 
things deviate.

At the café where i work alone there are so many manifestations of 
this logic structure. There are “plain” croissants, which are cast as 
having no flavor when compared to their almond and chocolate neighbors. 
But, in reality, they taste like butter. They too have a flavor, but 
this flavor goes unacknowledged. Butter is apparently the whiteness, the 
straightness, the cisness of flavor. It is the flavor against which other 
flavors are measured, thus it is allowed to remain invisible.
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There are “muffins” and “vegan muffins.” In this case, the dairy content 
of the former category is obscured in an invisible language of normalcy. 
The vegan muffins are linguistically rendered as different, that which 
requires a modifier, while the dairy muffins are allowed to remain the 
unquestionably Normal muffin.

The problem here goes beyond difficulties in communication. There are so 
many repeat interactions in the coffee industry that one quickly learns 
exactly what people mean when they use certain phrases, regardless of 
whether or not these phrases are accurate or descriptive. Further, i’m a 
relatively savvy individual and can usually discern meaning, if only by 
utilizing clarification questions.

The issue here is that the process of normalization is itself normalized. 
People often perceive certain choices or characteristics to be neutral, 
rather than perceiving whatever choice or characteristic to be merely one 
on a spectrum. Other choices or characteristics are then, by necessity, 
labeled as deviating from a norm as opposed to just being one of many 
possibilities. 

This perfectly mirrors identity based normalization processes within 
macro-culture. Beyond the café, (and frankly, within it as well) these 
processes result in the largely unacknowledged dis/privileging of various 
identity categories. Categories that are constructed as normal are 
privileged while those deemed other than normal are assigned various 
adjectives, rendered visible, and denied certain privileges in the 
process.

i would argue that this not only mirrors broader normalization 
processes, but reinforces them by making the process itself seem more 
normal and more innocuous.  What’s the harm of asking for a “regular 
coffee?” Nothing really, at least not outside of any sort of social 
context. Although, as a note, people who don’t drink caffeine often have 
incredibly limited options at cafés, and while that sucks i wouldn’t 
necessarily characterize it as oppression. But again, the process here 
is parallel. At the end of the day although the phrase “regular coffee” 
is not necessarily playing into a (dis)privilege power dynamic, it 
normalizes the idea that there is a normal.

If there is a normal for everyday items, then normal becomes an everyday 
word. It’s meaning, and all of the problematic nuance behind it, is 
obscured by the sheer amount that it is used. Normalizing normalcy 
in this way makes it easier to cast other things as normal, easier 
to understand the world as full of things that are either regular or 
irregular.

Because this is both an easy way to construct things and is rendered 
invisible as a process due to the frequency of its use, normalization 
has become something that, not only do people participate in without 

realizing it, they also become relatively incapable of understanding 
the process itself. This is kind of like how it’s hard to truly be aware 
of air, because we breathe it and are surrounded by it. This is true 
in my experience at least, insofar as it is difficult to help people 
to understand how normalization processes happen, how frequent and 
consistent they are, and how they impact people who are constructed as 
not normal.

That said, i have also noticed that once people get it, they really do 
seem to get it. For example, i was having a conversation with my mom 
about normalization, one of many. One day i broke down the example of 
“ethnic food,” and she really seemed to get it. Since that conversation, 
other conversations related to the idea of normalization have become much 
easier. It’s like there’s a normalization map onto which other various 
processes can be superimposed and more easily understood.

This is not to say that there isn’t nuance between normalization 
processes. But it does seem to be easier to see where it is happening 
once the concept is cohered. Inspiring and cohering this concept is what 
i hope to achieve in attempting to render the process more visible in my 
day-to-day life. i hope that people will realize that their actions and 
choices are not normal, they are just on an array of possible actions 
and choices. i hope that this understanding will grow to a realization 
that they themselves are not normal, but are one of an infinite array of 
possible people. 

Further, i hope that they will realize that when they play into a 
normalization process they are participating in the continuous creation 
of society, a society that other people have to negotiate. i hope that 
they realize that their constructions of normativity have very real 
implications for others’ lives, implications that are often difficult 
and problematic. i hope that they realize that this is not just about a 
donut, but is about identity and visibility and oppression.

invisiblyqueer.blogspot.com
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The bon ton of the antifascist
from: http://tiresia.noblogs.org/post/2009/04/25/bonton-dell-antifascista/

[translator’s notes:
Here is the translation of the post of Tiresia’s blog, published on the 
25th of April 2009. The article is the result of a brainstorming of 
Tiresia gay collective, Degeneri and Pachamama feminist collectives about 
sexism within the antifascist movement in Italy, in particular in the 
context of Naples. Notable is the fact that this post received an amount 
of offensive and outraged comments by the “comrades” of the antifascist 
movement. This is not to affirm a need of separatism, but to enlighten 
about the way in which sexism/racism etc. is present in every space, 
even in those that we feel safer for us. Awareness should be the first 
step toward a transformation of ourselves, our movements and the future 
society that we desire.
- baba jaga] 

A good antifascist, during a march, is aware of the fact that not 
everybody is black belt or seventh level of jujitsu and does not put in 
danger peaceful demonstrators, bringing them into a battle field, because 
an antifascist knows that the muscle-based strength belongs to the 
fascist, while to the antifascists belongs the strength of ideas. A good 
antifascist know for sure that a hand-to-hand fight is plausible, because 
the fascists are searching for it, and he will not turn the other cheek, 
the antifascist knows how to resist, but he will be able to choose the 
right time and the right place, allowing who feels antifascist without 
feeling a hooligan, the chance to express her/his own antifascism. The 
result will be surprising, an increasing number of people will protest, 
without the break up of the demonstrators (for that the action of the 
police is sufficient). 

A good antifascist, while singing his/her slogans during the marches, 
is conscious that it’s better to save the “soccer chants” for the soccer 
(that’s why they’re so called) and looks for the most creative way, in 
his/her deepness, to scream loudly his/her ideas, without recycling 
chants that were created by the fascists themselves...(the advice is to 
read carefully the section about language to understand how to do that). 
A good antifascist doesn’t turn up his/her nose, or doesn’t look in a bad 
way the enormous birds who croak beside him/her during the march, because 
in fact these raptors are well-organized and creative comrades; instead 
it would be a nice step toward antifascist practices, to smile and just 
be happy for the disgraced and biting extension of the f-comrades and the 
m-comrades, and indeed to beckon or to try to beckon to croak, too: this 
is an antifascist behaviour! When a study meeting is organized, just like 
the one that was organized at the Faculty of Law of Naples, about the 
memory and the resistance movement (in Italy), it would be antifascist to 
mix carefully the lectures, and not to leave those about the “minorities” 
(which are not minorities at all), at the end, when everybody go away, 

or when the quality of the debate is lower. A good antifascist asks for 
advices to the expertise about what to wear in special occasions like 
demonstrations or parties, and maybe he/her will put forward the choice 
of more colourful clothes, and then ask advices about the make up which 
makes us visible, amused and passionate!

Health and beauty of the antifascist.

Antifa friend....u’re already beautiful inside, all of us know...u’re 
feminist, antiracist, anticapitalist, antisexist, For all of these 
reasons you’re already fabulous, it’s important to affirm that. But it’s 
not enough...Don’t let the others be beautiful instead of u.

Here’s the tendencies for the 25th of April 2009 (Liberation Day in 
Italy)

First rule is that there are no rules. Have fun, smile, enjoy...I swear 
on Coco Chanel that you’re going to feel even more shining. Fashion? 
Who cares...The (by)password is BE CREATIVE, make us dream a bit, and 
don’t be scared to scare, the grotesque doesn’t kill. Taking yourself too 
seriously is too year 2000 style. And, we won’t repeat it never enough: 
you have to take care of yourself. You have to feel solidarity for your 
body, because it loves you...

Comrades, safe sex is very very fashionable. Do we have to repeat it? 
Safe sex is very very trendy. Safe sex is good for you and it will be 
forever. You can’t deny it, so never listen to the dicks who affirm 
the opposite: they don’t know anything about your beauty, nor about 
the antifascist beauty, nor about sex. Another thing that we always 
appreciate is the leftwing movement for a healthy skin: a shower 
sometime, a bit of sport, vegetables for lunch...Try not to drink alcohol 
every night (we know, it’s difficult). Once a year have an hiv-hepatitis-
syphilis test (if u have any doubt do it immediately). It’s karma, baby, 
your body will give it back.

But the antifascist beauty is not only an aesthetic matter. It’s a matter 
of breathing, darling, of attitude. You have to know that to be chic 
we need a lot of respect. For yourself and for the others. For example 
you should NEVER ask the gender of a person. If u can’t figure it out, 
keep the questions for yourself, if u don’t want to look like a “has 
been”... the same about sexual identity, ethnic origin. Believe me, it’s 
not fair. Listen a few to the others, show patience and sympathy, and 
resist, always, when it is necessary. Here is the key for the beauty in 
an antifascist society.
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The antifascism in language

A respectful antifascist has to choose properly his/her utilisation of 
language. He/she must pay attention to weigh the words on the people 
in front of him/her: for the enemies we advise insults, offenses and 
epithets. Italian language allows a wide usage, adding regionalisms. The 
question that the respectful and well-mannered antifascist has to ask 
him/herself is if the word that he/she’s using is or is not an insult 
itself. Let’s show an example “Minister Gelmini (minister of education 
in Italy) is a whore”. A whore is a sex worker, i.e. who sells her sexual 
performances as a profession. In this, the respectful antifscist should 
not see an offense, this sentence should have the same offensive effect 
of, for example, “Gelmini is a fruiterer” or “Gelmini is a hostess”. 
Hence, it is recommended to avoid all that range of expressions that 
refers to a profession as an insult. Saying “Minister Carfagna (minister 
of equal opportunities in Italy) is a bitch” because one thinks that her 
sexual life is promiscuous, is not fair; the very fact that she uses 
her body to pursuit a career is another matter, the fault is of the 
berlusconian patronage and so the former issue is not a matter of the 
antifascist bon ton. The sexual life of our enemies is not at stake for 
us. So carefully avoid the usage as an insult of nouns as bitch, whore, 
asshole, dick-sucker, faggot and so on.

Another category to avoid as an insult is that of short in terms of 
height (pay attention to the use of words as dwarf): there are comrades 

that for some reason are short like Berlusconi, or even shorter and they 
deserve respect; to be in good health and proudly claim it doesn’t mean 
to be an antifascist.

Last candy, dear antifascist: time to time, try to renew this ancient 
grammar called italian language: use with attention and gently the 
genders. Do not impose your “masculine” everywhere. For example, if 
you’re a man, and all around you see a lot of f-comrades, try to say “we 
are beautiful and outraged” using the feminine gender. Experiment the 
fight in the language too.

We know that you feel uncomfortable and enchained after reading this 
breviary about well-manners, this is the effect of refinement. But we also 
know that with a little care you’ll be perfect respectful antifascists, 
and you’ll be able to use your infinite fantasy to find the insult of the 
future. What’s important is to free ourselves from the sexist insults of 
the past.

It’s a class matter (and of its fight).
25th april 2009 Collective Tiresia (Napoli)

23 24



Forgetting Air
by Alice Dorek
 
 I asked her what she thinks about “becoming.” She said something 
about finding one’s proper place in the world—discovering what it is 
that makes us specifically human through a certain manner of relating 
to the other. A manner of relating which involves questioning and also 
listening—creating a path between the self and the other but always 
safeguarding a space for each to come back to one’s own self. A space for 
self-affection. 
 The relation between selves is made possible if each is attuned to 
one’s sexed belonging. She explained that sexed belonging  has something 
to do with the mother and how one relates with a being that is different 
or the same as oneself. I asked her: how is it possible for me to have a 
grasp on what is proper to my sex—for me to become my sex, my gender—when 
what it means to be a woman is largely constructed by a masculine hand? 
She said: take time each day to be by yourself and to breathe with your 
lips closed. 
 I was pleased by the simplicity of her answer. I’ve been trying 
to not forget air. I’ve been trying to let my lips be together; but I 
don’t know what and how I’m becoming. Every time I think I’ve come a 
little closer, the ground beneath my feet changes and it becomes hard to 
breathe. My lips split, my words freeze, and logic forces its way in—
telling me to stop being difficult, stop jamming things up, stop being so 
unintelligible.
 I remember air. I breathe again. I close my lips, I close my 
eyes. I make a space to touch my interiority—a space for self-affection, 
as she calls it. I make a path for an other who will let be my manner 
of spilling over, overflowing, losing control. Me and this other, we’re 
connected. We’re interlaced, though not fused, for each safeguards their 
own space and that of the other. Our becoming was blossoming through and 
because of one another. 
 I want to ask her: what happens when that other is gone, suddenly 
and irreversibly? Before I had a chance to withdraw to my space? Left 
hanging off of that path we had built for each other? Other others will 
come but what about that self I was becoming due to that one? Breathe 
with my lips closed?
 My becoming feels closed. I realize that I have been doing it all 
wrong—not listening to her, not listening to the other, not listening 
at all. This space within myself—this interiority—is something which I 
nurture only with the presence of an other. Reducing the other to that 
which mediates between touching my self, I become distanced from at least 
two connections: from the other and from myself. And when the other was 
gone, I forgot how to touch, I forgot how to breathe. 
 You need a space, she says. A space within yourself where you can 
gather your self-affection and the ways in which others affect you. A 
space I didn’t know I didn’t have.

Mocho
by Favi Romero

figure this much
I speak mocho
a cut off spanish from the root
an uprooted spanish 
a concoction of words like a mixed drink of intoxicated phrases
invasive language of english that chokes my root 
drinks the nutrients of my fertile cultural ground
 while assimilation shock still shakes my vocal focus

I, Marimacho, Chicano
hybrid breed mixed blood
suenos still spent in ancestral land
day reality spent environmentally exposed to concrete grounds and 
constant reminder of other
I am other
My mother tongue hides beneath perfectly pronounced words
dominant language mastered
  I pass as Americana
pass el despacho de aduanas with less harassment than the rest from mi 
tierra
Mi pueblo 
mi paiz

and still mi lengua
my community 
that raised me from infancy
now helps me swallow down words 
and phrases and collected in the hanging vocal imagery 

lengua
a once automatic verbal ceremony
lengua
a once automatic verbal ritual 
now taken over 
himalayan blackberry english

Figure this much
This is my peace 
The slice of reality that I choose to give
giving back what the fields and fruit trees gave me 
tierra education
learning more from the story of my father crossing the desert
 to make a path for my sister, and My pregnant mother mano en mano
in the summers of 1984-1991
finally to occupy a spot of the wait list of naturalization and 
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miseducation from 1991 to today
than from clearing my throat in hopes that my subtle accent won’t be 
discovered
now I choose to listen 
to the bones that weigh heavy with
sore movement from one hurt land to one that hurts me
and listen intently
to those like me
who choose to take back this land
one word at a time

The 8th of March by baba jaga

The 8th of March in Italy is told through a misleading history. Or, better, 
the history of the women’s day is silenced. Since I was born I received 
a yellow flower, called mimosa. Since I was young I knew that it was the 
day in which women were allowed to hang out together, with no husbands or 
boyfriends, obviously taking for granted that women are heterosexual. It 
was a kind of “being a single woman” for a day. I even started to think, 
before making up my mind, that the 8th of March was a kind of Valentine 
Day, meaning a commodified day, in which a lot of frustrated vaginas equipped 
people went out to see some male striptease. Which is, unfortunately, 
something that often happens.
I was victim of the “silence”, I realized. Once Internet became available 
for me, around the year 2000, like in a good sci-fi story, I managed to make 
some researches, and the first info I found was about...U.S.A. No mention 
of eastern europe, nor of Clara Zetkin, for example. No mention of the 
second International Conference of Working Women was held in Copenhagen in 
1910, where first came the idea of this day, connected with the struggle for 
women’s suffrage and against labour discriminations based on sex.
What I found was a strike made by women in 1908 in Chicago, which ended, 
supposedly, with the murder of the women workers, the 8th of March, caused 
by the chief who closed them inside the building during a fire. It seems that 
this is only a mythology. 
It is true that since the late nineteenth century women’s trade unions were 
formed in US, and marched in New York City declaring a Women’s Day for the 
28th of February.
But the history of what we celebrate nowadays in europe starts in 1910, when 
more than 100 delegates from 17 countries organized the International of 
Women, and decided for the date of 19th of March, which was then substituted 
with the 8th in 1913, same year in which the north american feminists moved 
their date.
Mistery solved.
And now the present day.
What is the 8th of March for me?
It’s the day when all the contradictions become visible, when women again 
get organised in protests, marches, when I receive a yellow flower, and 
other women a red one, or other kinds of flowers. It’s the day when the 
contradictions inside of me come up to surface: I wanna be on the streets, 
screaming out all the injustices women are forced to live only because they 
are women. And I want to be heard. But at the same time I’m aware that a day 
is not sufficient, it’s hypocritical. I go to protest lots of days in a year 
and it seems that institutions and mainstream mass media do not give a shit 
about it. It’s not enough to have a TV show about labour rights the 8th of 
March, it never worked.
But, but, but. I won’t stay home neither this year, cause if it is the a 
chance to be heard, I don’t want to lose it. If it is the chance to share 
and create a safe-space with other women, I am going to do that.
Every year.

27 28



“Bisexual” is not oppressive, can we talk about biphobia and 
straight privilege? and other thoughts on bisexuality 
by emiellaiendiay

Every time I see the word “bisexual” come up on the Internet, someone pops up 
to shout, “Oppression!” Somehow, in the medium that produces memes, like lol 
cats, that will outlast us all, the word “bisexual” has been condemned to the 
list of forbidden words. It has become known as An Oppressive Identity.

As the story goes, “bisexual,” both as a word and an identity, is oppressive, 
because it reinforces the gender binary and disrespects anyone and everyone 
whose identity does not fall along it. This claim will be supported by a 
quick appeal to etymology — “Bi” means “two,” didn’t you know? — and boom, 
the word’s inherent oppressive nature has been established.

To which I say, no. Bisexual is not binarist.

The argument that it is binarist posits that (1) bisexuality is attraction 
to binary-identified (sometimes people throw in “cis” too, to appear trans-
inclusive but in fact “third-gender” binary trans men and women) men and 
women, and that (2) not being attracted to someone means you deny their 
gender or actively hate them. Clearly, these are both fallacies.

(1) There are many uses of the term “bisexual.” Some take the “bi” to mean 
“two genders” and don’t specify which. Some take it to mean “same gender and 
different gender.” [1] Some take it to refer to the two different social 
spaces they occupy in a binarist world when they are read as straight or read 
as not straight [2] based on their partner. And many people disregard the 
constraints of etymology and use it to mean “more than one gender.”

The language police on the Internet have a really unhealthy relationship 
with etymology. Don’t get me wrong — I adore etymology, and I think it’s 
important to critique how language reinforces prejudices. But it can only get 
you so far. The origins of a word do not demarcate the only ways it can be 
used. Almost any word that we use frequently can be picked apart to justify 
an argument that it should be banned from our vocabulary. (“Vocabulary,” for 
example, is ableist, because it is related to the Latin “vocare,” from which 
we have “vocal,” and who’s to say only people who can speak can use language? 
We shouldn’t use the word “rape” to refer to nonconsensual sex, because 
“rape” originally meant kidnapping, and this reinforces the idea that “real” 
rape involves brute physical force. And so on.)

It is suspicious that people jump on the word “bisexual” so easily, when 
there’s a multitude of words used frequently in social justice circles that 
could be branded oppressive based on a quick glance at their etymology. 
“Lesbian,” for example, is cultural appropriation, because, as we all know, 
it derives from the name of a Greek island, and, before this appropriation, 
people from that island were naturally called “lesbians” (and some are trying 
to reappropriate the term, as the BBC reported out in 2008 [3]). “Feminism” 
connotes femininity, and as we all know not all women are feminine, not 
all feminine people are women, and not all feminists are women. “Straight” 

is homophobic, because it conflates heterosexuality with correctness, 
properness, and honesty; it implies that those who are not straight are 
“crooked”: immoral, dishonest, and improper. The “trans-” in “transgender” 
and “transsexual” is cissupremacist, because “trans-” means “across” or 
“beyond,” and it implies that trans people necessarily “cross” gender or 
occupy a space beyond the binary. However, these arguments do not dominate 
the Internet (yet), because even though their etymology is “problematic” (and 
it some cases, it really is), these words have meaning and power beyond, 
and sometimes despite, their etymology. The question is “Does their value 
outweigh their harm?” They are useful terms and to discard them because 
someone with a Greco-Latin roots dictionary can find fault with them would be 
silly. And the same is true of “bisexual.”

(2) Some people do use “bisexual” to mean “men and women.” And that is OK! 
You have the right to be attracted to whomever you like. You are under no 
obligation to be attracted to any particular person or group. That is your 
right as a sexually autonomous human being. Identifying your attractions (or 
your identity!) along the binary does not make you binarist.

If you are not attracted to non-binary people, that does not mean you hate 
non-binary people. One of the most harmful messages of the current trend of 
sex positivity is that support=sex. There are many ways of supporting people 
without sleeping with them. Indeed, showing your support for non-binary 
people/trans people/women/men/POC/whoever by sleeping with them is creepy, 
fetishizing, and gross. It reminds me of this meme:

Moving on. Biphobia is a thing.
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A lot of smart people on the Internet have been talking about how we need 
to discard the term “biphobia” because it suggests an axis of oppression in 
which bisexuals lose and gay/lesbian and straight people win. Obviously, 
such an axis is just as ridiculous as so-called “sexual privilege,” in which 
straight and LGBQ people wield power and privilege over straight and LGBQ 
asexuals alike.

So let me get this clear: I don’t mean biphobia with the “monosexism 
privilege” checklists. Monosexism is not an actual axis of privilege/
oppression. Instead, it’s the reluctant extension of a heterosexist model to 
gay people: Gay men are pretty much women, just confused about their gender, 
and lesbians are practically men, just with gender issues. Bisexuals, silly 
things, are just confused or way too into sex. What sluttysluts.

People who are gay or lesbian do not wield institutional power and privilege 
over bisexuals. However, there are widely held and firmly entrenched 
prejudices against bisexuality among both straight people and lesbian/
gay/queer people. I like the term “biphobia” because it summarizes those 
prejudices in one easily recognizable word. I don’t think “-phobia” should be 
limited to situations of privilege–oppression — for example, “biophobia” is a 
very useful word, and we don’t need to write up the “living things privilege” 
checklist. I have heard “biphobia” described as “appropriative,” but I don’t 
think this is necessarily true. (Privilege checklists, yes.) Morphologically 
similar terms do not have to carry the same social justice framework.

Here are some examples of what I mean when I talk about biphobia:

• The hate that reality-TV star Krisily Kennedy got on Autostraddle when 
she came out as bisexual [4]

• Dismissing bi women as straight but slutty and bi men as closeted gay 
liars [5]

• At a “queer” event by the LGBTQ group at my school, when a guy and girl 
(each, as far as I know, gay) were talking to each other for too long and 
being too (platonically) affectionate, they were told — as a joke!!111 
of course — that they’d better not “turn straight” or they wouldn’t be 
welcome in the group anymore

• When I wrote an article on homosexuality in high school, and in order 
to cut down the story to fit the space allotted, I simply deleted the 
section on bisexuality, because “bisexuals don’t really count” or deserve 
representation

• When the only Hungarian “LGBT” YouTube show includes comments like 
these in their “best of” video and otherwise, mention of bisexuality is 
completely lacking: “Bisexuals are those who can’t decide whether they 
like boys or girls” (offered as a definition of bisexuality); “Yes, I 
usually date guys” “Well, in today’s world, who knows?!” (applauded by 
commenters as a hilarious joke) [6]

• When “bisexual” is the label high school kids would put on their myspace 
as a joke, along with “divorced” and “salary: over $200,000”

• When people who would otherwise ID as “bisexual” prefer “pansexual” and 
“polysexual” and “queer” and “heteroflexible” instead because “bisexual,” 
like “lesbian,” is a word that leaves a bad taste in your mouth [7]

In gay people, biphobia tends to come from internalized homophobia (why 
would you be gay if you have the chance of being straight?) and insecurity 
(s/he’ll leave me for a woman/man!). It also intersects with misogyny and 
phallocentricism [8] and straight people’s homophobia. But I don’t think it’s 
enough to simply call it the intersection of those factors and leave it at 
that. The way people revile the very word “bisexual” and leap to banish it to 
the box of oppressive terms speaks to biphobia being a phenomenon that, even 
though it doesn’t deserve the privilege checklists and axes of oppression, 
should at least have a name, if we are to talk about it. It doesn’t have to 
fit the same framework as homophobia.

It’s a big problem that people who are bisexually identified (or engage in 
bisexual behavior) are dismissed and mocked by gay/queer/lesbian people. I 
honestly don’t think I need to spell out an explanation of why it’s important 
for spaces that call themselves “queer” or “LGBT” to be inclusive. In short, 
anyone who is bi (in name or behavior) is still queer and may need support 
as a queer person. Biphobia also makes it difficult for anyone who is gay-
identified and experiencing sexual fluidity. It also means that gay people who 
are in “straight” relationships for whatever reasons (family and religion are 
two examples [9]) are dismissed by the queer community. Biphobia is part of a 
culture of identity-policing, where if you don’t adhere closely enough to the 
requirements delineated by the official bureau of gayness you’re out of the 
club.

But. If we’re going to talk about biphobia, there’s something else we need 
to talk about. And that’s bisexual access to straight privilege. (You don’t 
have to call yourself bisexual to experience this — all you need is to be 
read as straight, especially due to the way you and a partner are read — but 
it something that certainly some bisexuals experience.) I recommend this 
excellent article, which covers the topic better than I could: “Bisexuals and 
straight privilege.” [10]

There are many bisexual people who have access to straight privilege. If you 
only partner with people of the gender that is socially normative for you, 
or if you’re in a long-term relationship with such a person, if you’re in an 
“opposite marriage” [11], you definitely benefit from heterosexual privilege. 
I’m not bisexual, but I was in a “straight” relationship recently, and the 
straight privilege was everywhere. Walking around in public together. The 
only time I ever tried being (discreetly) affectionate in public in Hungary 
with someone read as my gender, it barely took half an hour, if that, for a 
man to yell, “Ew, lesbians!” at us. Of the countless times my ex and I were 
together in public, we never got harassed once. And then there’s family. My 
relatives knowing — and approving. My mother sending him presents. My father 
offering me advice on “the battle of the sexes” (his phrasing and horrible 
gender essentialism made me scoff in disgust, leading him to get very hurt, 
and we ended up in a fight, as always — but it was quite different than the 
epic disowning that would have ensued had I ever gone to him with “girl 
trouble”).
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There’s a myth I saw going around the Internet earlier: Passing privilege 
is not privilege. I want to dispel this immediately. Passing privilege is 
absolutely privilege. You may not be accessing that privilege all the time, 
but when you are, the privileges afforded you are real. Being invisible is 
shitty, but it doesn’t cancel out the privileges you gain in the meantime.

Bisexual access to straight privilege is complicated. Some people are bi and 
experience no homophobia for it. Others may experience just as much as, or 
even more than, gay- or lesbian-identified people. If you’re read as gay or 
queer from your appearance or gender presentation, it may not matter that 
you’re in a “straight” partnership when homophobes itching for violence come 
up to you as you walk down the street alone. If you’ve been in dozens of 
“straight” relationships and get kicked out of your home for your first same-
sex relationship, accusations of straight privilege may not mean much to you. 
Laws targeting homosexuality don’t make exceptions for the bisexuals who are 
caught having sex or relationships with members of their own gender.

Bisexual access to straight privilege is individually conditioned, depending 
on your personal circumstances. How much biphobia you experience too may 
depend on who you are and where you are. But on a group-wide level, they both 
exist and need to be discussed. I’m tired of the reductionist tendencies to 
either hold up biphobia as the new most oppressed group evar!!11 or dismiss 
it entirely.

This essay was adapted from a piece published elsewhere.

Links and notes
[1] http://bifurious.wordpress.com/2009/05/07/the-two-in-bisexual/
[2] http://bidyke.tumblr.com/post/15612928872/julia-serano-bisexuality-does-not-
reinforce-the
[3] http://news.bbc.co.uk/2/hi/7376919.stm
[4] http://www.autostraddle.com/shane-turned-the-bachelors-krisily-kennedy-bisexual-
gay-the-autostraddle-interview-126905/2/
[5] http://www.nytimes.com/2005/07/05/health/05sex.html?_r=1&pagewanted=all
[6] http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Vf9J0B6sM4s
[7] From a piece in which I investigate the misogyny and homophobia behind my and other 
people’s discomfort with the term “lesbian” and try to reclaim the term for myself:
Despite being the most “neutral” term for women who are attracted to women, term 
“lesbian” is often used as a slur. When men are called “fags” or “queers,” women are 
called “lesbians” or “dykes.” Part of it is the fact that “lesbian” is more easily used 
as a noun than an adjective (the opposite is true of “gay”), but it is also because 
the word itself has acquired pretty negative connotations. As sajk said, “lesbian 
[has] become a word with a bad taste in yr mouth.” It sounds “like an alien,” “like a 
tropical disease,” or “like something from Star Wars” (the latter being what I actually 
thought when I first heard the term in third grade; the others collected from comments 
by other gay women).
[8] http://quaintrellle.tumblr.com/post/15737372947/one-of-the-most-common-biphobic-
narratives-is-that
[9] http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=qsYUhKqquJU
[10] http://freaksexual.wordpress.com/2007/05/11/bisexuals-and-straight-privilege/
[11] http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=8XMvviFbkf0
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